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There no rude sounds shake us with sudden starts;

No jealous ears, when we unrip our hearts,                        100

Suck our discourse in; no observing spies

This blush, that glance traduce; no envious eyes

Watch our close meetings; nor are we betray'd

To rivals by the bribed chambermaid.

No wedlock bonds unwreathe our twisted loves;                105

We seek no midnight arbour, no dark groves

To hide our kisses: there the hated name

Of husband, wife, lust, modest, chaste or shame,

Are vain and empty words, whose very sound

Was never heard in the Elysian ground.                            no

All things are lawful there that may delight

Nature or unrestrained appetite;

Like and enjoy, to will and act is one:

We only sin when Love's rites are not done.

The Roman Lucrece there reads the divine                    115

Lectures of love's great master, Aretine,
And knows as well as Lais how to move
Her pliant body in the act of love.
To quench the burning ravish er, she hurls
Her limbs into a thousand winding curls,                          120

And studies artful postures, such as be
Carv'd on the bark of every neighbouring tree
By learned hands, that so adorn7d the rind
Of those fair plants, which, as they lay entwin'd,
Have fann'd their glowing fires.    The Grecian dame,         125
That in her endless web toil'd for a name
As fruitless as her work, doth there display
Herself before the youth of Ithaca,
And th3 amorous sport of gamesome nights prefer
Before dull dreams of the lost traveller.                             130

Daphne hath broke her bark, and that swift foot
Which th' angry gods had fast'ned with a root
To the fix'd earth, doth now unfettered run
To meet th3 embraces of the youthful Sun.
She hangs upon him like his Delphic lyre;                         135

Her kisses blow the old, and breathe new fire;
Full of her god; she sings inspired lays,
Sweet odes of love, such as deserve the bays,
Which she herself was.   Next her, Laura lies
In Petrarch's learned arms, drying those eyes                    140

That did in such sweet smooth-pac'd numbers flow,